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THE followingpsychoanalysis lays claim to no subtlety
of technic. Credit for concreteness is the only
credit it can claim. It is deemed worthy of publi-
cation because the psychopathological processes,

together with their causes, or to be strictly logical, their in-
dispensable conditions, are so gross as to be easily discernable.

The last of January, 1912, there was referred to me, for
psychoanalysis, a girl of about twenty-two years of age. She
was unable to keep anything on her stomach. Neither food
nor water would stay down. This commenced, she said,
about six months ago. Recently, however, she had had
also several serious convulsions. She had had convulsions
before, off and on for about a year, sometimes having as
many as five in one day, but had seemingly recovered from
them, some two or three years, previously, at a sanitarium,
where she had been sent for rest and treatment. The re-
covery then had seemed to be associated in some way with
the death of her mother, which had occurred suddenly, quite
unexpectedly. She said, "I t came over me that I had to get
better and I started gaining right off." From that time till
last summer she had remained free from both convulsions
and vomiting.

The girl lived at home with her father and an only
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brother, a boy several years younger, for whom she felt a
mother's responsibility, and to take care of whom, she said,
she had really recovered before. But now he seemed no
longer to need her care and the convulsions returning as
well as the vomiting, she was terrified. She might well be
disturbed at the convulsions, for besides interfering with
her work which was that of a dress-maker, she had broken
her hands twice, and while subject to the convulsions she
was almost always bruised from falls. In a convulsion she
thrashed about so, it took several men to hold her. She was
a large-framed woman, nearly six feet tall, bony and mus-
cular, but with a small, pretty and innocent face, like that
of a young girl.

The vomiting was serious too, for even when she was
not nauseated, her stomach automatically "turned over"
and emptied itself, as soon as anything was taken. The
patient was known to be an hysteric, and her convulsions
and vomitings had been already diagnosed as hysteria, and I
•^ad been told also that when she was about ten or eleven
s\yC had suffered for a year from what was then called, " St.
V itus Dance."

I saw the girl first, for a preliminary interview, January
24, 1912. At this time she told me about her vomiting
and convulsions and how she had recovered, before, at her
mother's death. She said she had not known even of her
mother's sickness till told of her death. This was a great
shock to her, for she was absolutely bound up in her mother.
She now felt she must take care of her brother and so she
determined to get well. Whatever the determination had
to do with it, she did start gaining, right off, and was dis-
charged, in just two months, the convulsions having ceased.

At the second interview, January 26, the girl described
more fully her feelings as following: "It's like a cloud— a
blue feeling hanging over me. This cloud feeling came on
in the summer. I didn't want to go to any place. Things
I used to like to do, I didn't want to do. I feel like sleeping
all the time, yet when I go to bed I can't sleep. I some-
times have the feeling I am walking in space; everything
becomes blurred; I can't seem to bring myself to where I
am. When the spells come on," she continued, "I can't
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seem to keep my head about me — I go off, dazed,— I don't
know anything."

The first convulsion occurred when she was about
eighteen or nineteen. She attributed it to a "bad-test."
She was a telephone operator, at the time, and was very
nervous. "I was nervous before that, though," she said.
"At school I was nervous; my imagination was big."
Then she went on to tell me that in the seventh grade,
when she was about eleven, she was taken down with " St.
Vitus Dance." "I was in bed some months," she added.
"They said I was out of my head. After that I remem-
ber trying to do things and couldn't — shaking."

"Were you ever frightened as a little girl?" I asked,
"Yes," she answered. "I've had men chase me; fire; like
everybody else." She told of being chased twice: once when
about seven; and when about fourteen. But she had not
been seriously frightened.

When asked how she slept, she said, "poorly." " I
went to bed last night about eleven, but I couldn't sleep, so
I got up at about one, and went down stairs. I stayed till
four." She had dreamed last night; it was a "troubled"
dream. " It seemed to be some place — I didn't want to be
there. I was trembling all over — I often do that." That
was all, however, she could remember.

At the next interview, which was Monday, January 29,
she told of her intense antipathy towards her father.
She said she had always felt badly towards her father.
She wouldn't go to him as a child. She could remember
how she hated him when she was five. Her mother told
her it was so, she said,when she was three. Then she told
of discovering that her father was not faithful to her mother.
She was sixteen when she knew the terrible truth. "I fol-
lowed him one night," she said. She followed him several
times afterwards, she added, and corroborated, to her own
satisfaction, her suspicions.

At our next interview, which was Tuesday, January 30,
the girl told me that her father had accused her of killing
her mother, through worry, etc.

Friday, February 2, the girl returned. She was feeling
very badly. She said she hadn't slept the night before



388 A Psychoanalytic Study of a Severe Case of Hysteria

more than an hour. She said she didn't wish to live, and
added "I wish there was no such thing as life."

"Is that on account of your father?" I asked. " I
suppose so," she answered, "I never used to feel so." Then
she told me she had had another convulsion Wednesday
night at 6.30 o'clock. At supper her father had asked her to
go to the Wednesday-night prayer-meeting with him. She
said she thought he was a hypocrite. While washing dishes
she was thinking about it. " I didn't feel as though I
wouldn't go," she said, " I was thinking whether I would go
or not. I didn't really want to go, but I thought, if I can
get ready I will."

It hardly seemed possible that her feeling against her
father could be strong enough to cause a convulsion, yet in
lieu of a better lead I followed that. She said she remembered
when she was fifteen or sixteen, seeing her father strike her
mother. " I couldn't believe it for a minute," she said, " I
felt awfully bad. I think it was right after that that I grew
suspicious. I didn't know anything about badness between
man and wife, but when I found it out, I surmised where
his money went to."

"What do you know about badness between man and
wife?" I asked. She said, "the girls let it out." Sex
knowledge shocked her, because she had thought the
father-mother relation purely spiritual. When she first
heard this she hardly spoke to her mother for a year. " I
blurted it out to her one day," she said, "and after that I
got over it. She said I ought not to feel that way, that was
the way people did." But talking about these matters
does not relieve her. She says she feels as though a cloud
hangs over her all the time, as though some awful news were
coming; something awful going to happen.

At the next interview the patient informed me that she
had had another attack the night before, which had lasted
three-quarters of an hour. She knew for a second that it was
coming, then everything went dark. She had been sick in
the afternoon and vomited and had been unable to eat any
supper. She said "I t seemed as if something were thrown
over my head, and I couldn't see anything." This attack
also had occurred at about supper time. Knowing her
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feeling against her father, and assuming her nausea to be
perhaps a sort of moral disgust at his sexual misdeeds, and
hypocritical religiosity, I asked her if the nausea had not
come from having to sit at the table with him. She said
it had felt that way. But while moral disgust might lead to
nausea, it certainly was no adequate reason for the con-
vulsions which followed. To find an adequate cause for that
I must search much further.

She told me of two lovers, one of whom she had given
up, for the sake of the other, who, however, had died. She
had never gone back to the first lover. On questioning her
as to her first knowledge about sex she said, "I t used to
make the shivers go over me. Mother spoke of my loss of
appetite, but I don't remember that I was nauseated."

I did not see the girl again till Monday, February 12.
She told me that she had had another attack the day before
at ten o'clock in the morning. Her father and her brother
were home. She had had a dazed feeling with the "spells,"
as if her feet were not on the floor. When she came out of
the attack she couldn't speak and did not regain her voice
until eleven at night. She was now afraid she was going to
lose her voice again. She first lost it when the "spells"
started. This was the time she began to be worried,
too.

I asked if she could remember anything she was es-
pecially worried about at this time. She said she was
worried about her relations with Dick. (He was the one
who died.) " I didn't go with him openly," she continued,
"mother didn't want me to go with him, she didn't think he
was a good fellow. She knew I met him at times in the
street (father had forbidden me to bring him to the house),
but she didn't know how much. I only went with him
about six or eight weeks. It was about three weeks later
that he died. It broke me up for quite awhile."

"Was he not really all right?" she was asked.
"I don't think he would have been all right if the girl

hadn't been all right," she replied, but he was full of fun,
and I had a good time with him. He fascinated me when I
was with him. I looked for him; but once he was out of
sight, I didn't feel the same."
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"Did he ever take any liberties with you?" I asked,
"or insult you?"

"No," she answered. " I was always on the watch be-
cause they said he was not a good fellow."

"How often did you see him?"
"I met him sometimes every night," she said. She then

told me that he was a traveling man and away a good deal
of the time.

"I don't think I would have gone with him at all," she
continued, "if father hadn't forbidden it. I tried to see
how far I could go and not have father know."

"And his death was a great shock to you?"
"No, I was rather glad; I felt relieved."
"Why?"
"Well, I had already thrown him over before he died."
"What made you throw him over?"
" We quarreled. Mamma was at grandfather's funeral;

Papa was away; so I sent word that the house was clear.
He came and stayed to supper. He wanted me to make
him something for supper and I wouldn't, so he got mad.
I had some of my girl friends in to supper, too, and afterwards,
when we were playing games, he refused to play with me as
a partner. Besides, I saw him cheat. So when he went that
night, I told him he needn't ever come again."

About a month later he died, rather suddenly, and
about four months after his death she had her first at-
tack.

She had another significant dream, the night before.
" I dreamed," she said, "I was in to see you again. You
were trying to find out things. It seemed all the time as
if I were afraid you would ask me something, but I couldn't
think what it was, when I woke up."

The girl returned the next day, February 13, and said
she had had no attacks. She had dreamed, the night before,
that she was married to "that Dick." She had also dreamed
the "old dream." "I t seemed as if I were running away
from somebody or something. I would stumble and ge tup
and stumble. But it didn't seem as if anybody ran after
me." She continued, " I have not had it for a long time but
I used to have it often." She has a dream which she can-
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not remember, but when she wakes she feels sick and is
shaking all over.

The next day, February 15, the patient reported that
she had had that awful dream.

I had the patient give me some free associations. After a
long wait she said, "I can't tell everything that goes through
my mind. I can't put them in words; I'd tell them if I
could."

"You can tell if you will," I asserted.
" I can't," she said, "it just seems as if my throat were

all closed up. They just go through my mind, but I just
cannot speak them."

"What is it you see?" I urged. The patient was sitting
with eyes closed.

"I t seems as if I know, yet I can't speak it," she said.
" I t seems as if that dream were right back."

"Which dream?" I asked. And then we found that the
dream was partly of her mother. She stood and was telling
her not to tell or remember something. Her mother stood
in front of the "cloud" and kept it from coming nearer, so
she could not see behind it and tell what it concealed.

Three or four times she tried to get by that cloud and
each time her mother stood in the way. Once she saw her
pointing her finger at her. Her emotion was very great.

The next day, February 16, she said she had had another
attack, and had hardly slept all night, till five, when she
slept about half an hour. She had had no dreams. I
asked her about her mother. " I keep thinking," she an-
wered, "she wouldn't tell me not to tell anything." " I
keep thinking back over my life to see if there is anything
she could have meant."

"Tell me," I urged, "what it is that is troubling you."
" I wish I could tell," she replied, "it seems as if some-

thing kept going over me but I can't tell what it is — a
thought and feeling both."

(The patient was sitting with eyes closed.) "What do
you see now?" I asked. "I didn't get anything," she said,
"only those old thoughts."

"What thoughts?" "I keep thinking I am not a good
girl. It was as if a screen were opened for a moment; as if I
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did see it for a moment, but couldn't. If I could only make
myself, but I can't." "It looks as if something were being
concealed," I said.

"I didn't think there was, but it seems that way," she
answered. "I t seems as if my mother were standing in
front of something looking down at me in scorn."

"What for?" I asked. "I don't know," she said.
" Did some boy assault you ?" I continued. " It couldn't

be," she cried, "it can't be. But in that cloud she stands
so condemning — like that something must be. It seems
as if I might have been insulted, I don't know."

Monday, February 19, when I saw the patient next,
she told me she had three attacks Saturday, but had slept
splendidly Saturday night, and felt well all day Sunday. She
dreamed Sunday night that she was in the woods. She
seemed to be lost, and was running away from something.
During our interview, she remarked, " It seems as if there
were something I mustn't tell. It seems as if there were
something there, but I couldn't tell it. Something seemed
to flash over me and said, don't tell. It seems more like a
promise, as if my mother were over me."

I asked her to close her eyes, and tell me what she saw.
"Oh, I never can do it," she cried. "I t seems a perfect
blank and I have not got the courage to look. It seems
that if I did the cloud would come." Despairing of ever
being able to persuade her to look voluntarily, I put my
hands over her eyes, and told her to look and tell me what
she saw.

She sees a man; she sees herself; she is about eight
or nine. She finally recalled that it was a neighbor. She was
about thirteen.

She then had a slight attack, and was. rigid, with eyes
closed, but soon recovered. She felt terribly at the ap-
parent corroborations of our suspicions. At first she re-
fused ever to come back, but finally promised to return
the next day, and kept her promise. On her return, she
reported that she had not slept all night, but had had no
attack; she had eaten nothing, however.

I pointed out the fact of sex running through every-
thing; but made her responsibility in the whole matter seem
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as little as possible. While she acknowledged it all it did
not seem as though she were relieved. She still felt the
cloud.

I put my hands over her eyes.
She saw the room again. After a while she saw woods.

Her mind went from woods to room. In the woods she was
about nine. She was running; she stumbled. She got up
and ran on. She kept stumbling, and getting up, and run-
ning. At last a man caught her just as she stumbled.

Then her mind turned to the room. In the room she
saw the neighbor again.

All this time I held my hands over her eyes. She
writhed terribly as she was telling this. But she did not
stiffen as she did the day before. She said she felt as
though she had promised not to tell. It seemed as though
she couldn't live.

When the patient returned, Friday, she reported she
had had two attacks. On coming out of her attack Wednes-
day, her left hand was clenched, and she couldn't get it open
till ten o'clock Thursday morning. She also had trouble
walking up stairs. Her knees felt weak. She was in a
dazed state a good deal Wednesday and she was unable to
remember what she was thinking of.

I put my hands over her eyes again. She was now able
to tell me more about the assault in the woods. But there
was still a cloud. I insistently urged her to look. Suddenly
she became stiff, and when she recovered, her left hand was
clenched and both legs paralysed. She said that suddenly
it went from her head to her legs. Being now paralysed
she was admitted to the hospital.

I asked her what she saw in the cloud and she said,
"Dick and mother."

It is interesting to note this transformation of the symp-
toms. During the interview the patient had every ap-
pearance of being about to have a convulsion, but instead of
that she became paralysed. It was as if something were
trying to come to her mind but could not get in, and was
crowded instead into her legs and hand. Whatever hap-
pened, it carried with it a complete loss of voluntary control.
The hand was clenched, about the thumb, and could not be
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opened; the legs hung limp, flexible and utterly powerless;
she could no more stand on them than if they had been tape.
What it was, however, that flew from her head, and took
refuge in her limbs, she did not know. Her nearest de-
scription was that it was a "cloud."

What that "cloud" concealed was now the object of
our quest.

But before we start on that search, let me first say a
few words about what has already been accomplished.

We have uncovered a psychic trauma. The assault in
the woods was sufficiently serious to serve as a psychogenic
nucleus for a psychopathic process.

Here is a reason for the recurrent "old dream," in
which she ran and stumbled and picked herself up and ran
on stumbling. Here is one reason for feeling that "some-
thing awful" had happened to her. Here is a reason for
dreaming she was in the woods running away from some-
thing. Here is a reason for feeling she had hidden something.
She had hidden this thing. She had never told anybody.
And here is an adequate reason for the so-called St. Vitus
Dance, which followed in a few months. Here, too, we may
see the origin of the patient's strong feeling against sex.
But the release of whatever repression that had resulted in
the crowding out of consciousness of the memory of this early
event, was not sufficient to afford any apparent relief.
Much still remained to be done.

When I saw the patient the next morning she said she
had slept better during the night than at any time for a
long while. She had had no convulsions; neither had she
been nauseated.

Of course Dick was the center of further suspicions.
At my insistence she remembered and reproduced many
scenes with him. But she could remember none of any
especial significance.

I put my hands over her eyes.
She saw Dick (looking all right); mama (looking scorn-

ful); papa (laughing).
She couldn't get Dick off her mind, but saw and remem-

bered nothing of importance.
Monday, when I saw the patient next, she told me she
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had slept well and had had no attacks and no nausea. She
had dreamed of Dick, but could not remember what.

She was fifteen when the girl at school told her about man
and woman. At the time she grew weak and felt faint, and
some girls seized her to keep her from falling. She had to
stop at a friend's house before she went home. She never
went back to school. Her knees have troubled her ever
since. She said, "they felt 'rolling.'" She continued, "I
don't think I ever thought of it, except I felt awfully when-
ever I saw the man."

The next day, when I put my hands over her eyes, she
saw Dick and she saw her mother; she thought of the warn-
ing she gave her. Then her mind turned to the woods;
then she saw the neighbor; then back to her mother and to
Dick. She said "I t seems to me that if I ever knew I'd
never have any peace. It seems as if Dick, mother, father
and I, were in the cloud. It seems to me that if I told it,
it would be as much as my life to tell it." She said Dick
and the neighbor seemed fused at one time. She sees the
room at another. (When the neighbor attacked her she
remembered he had choked her, etc., but she knew of nothing
else.) She goes through the scene in the woods again, but
not so vividly. She seems to be sick and Dick is kneeling
and holding her hands. Her mother always stands in front
of the cloud, and keeps it away. She fears lest her mother
return to haunt her if she tells. Her mother forbids her to
tell. She ends the session by saying "Dick seems to be
asking mother if he may take me to the woods, and I am
afraid to look for I know something awful will happen."

The next two days yielded little in the way of tangible
results. But Friday, March 1, she said, " I am afraid I
yielded to Dick."

"Would you not be willing to look and see if it is so?"
I asked.

"I could look at it to get my feet," she said, "but I
never could before."

Twice, by putting my hands over her eyes, I tried to
help her look, but both times the vision of her mother pre-
vented. Once she seemed almost to push her mother away,
and afterwards felt remorseful, but to no purpose. At one
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time she did see Dick and her mother talking, seemingly
about her — Dick was cross and angry. Always it is the
vision of her mother that stands between her and the knowl-
edge she is seeking. Saturday, she said, "ever since I broke
off with Dick I have thought of him. But no one ever
knew it. I wish that he had never come in my life at all or
he had lived and I could have had him."

Monday, she said, "I am all the time dreaming about
Dick." She tried to stand but was absolutely helpless.
Her hand remained contracted. Tuesday, she stated that
the preceding night when she would lie down she would
have an awful feeling; she would stand it awhile, and then
it became like an external force and she would fly out of
bed.

I put my hands over her eyes. She struggled terribly,
but finally saw mother, Dick, and two beds. She couldn't
see what was in one of the beds. Her eyes seemed strangely
blinded. Wednesday, she showed, for the first time, a real
emotional melting. She cried, and the hardness of her chin
broke into quivering. Thursday, she said, "I am thinking
all the time of the same thing. It seems as if it can't be so,
even if I see it. It seems as if somebody wouldn't let me
know."

I then put my hands over her eyes. She remarked,
"I t is just as if I had my eyes closed and wouldn't look."

"Try to look and know," I urged.
"I will try till I do conquer," she declared. "I t seems

as if I could know, but when I try I can't."
Friday, when I held my hands over her eyes, she had a

very significant series of visions.1 She saw herself lying on
the floor. Then she went on, "Now Dick is leaning over
me. Now there are other people coming in. It seems that
if I could look I could know. It seems as if mother were
trying to make me look, but Dick wouldn't let me. If
mother came around it must be Dick who is keeping me
from it."

Then Dick was leaning over her while she was lying
on the floor; it seemed as if he had her hands, and as if he
were trying to hold his hand over her mouth so she couldn't

1 See second part.
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tell. He seemed to be trying to prevent her looking, too.
Twice I tried to help by holding my hands over her eyes,
but both times she was unable to look.

Monday, March 11, I had her lie back in her chair.
While reclining she gave me many associations, mostly about
Dick. She described minutely the last day he was at her
house; the pulling her down on the sofa; giving her a kiss;
quarreling that night; telling him she didn't want to have
anything more to do with him, etc. She thinks that it
can't be that she actually yielded to Dick because if she had
she wouldn't have felt so badly at giving him up. (She had
had hard work to decide to do so.) And the feeling of relief
she experienced at his death, she thinks was due to the
feeling that now a real temptation had providentially been
removed.

When I saw the patient again, the next day, I had her lie
back in her wheel chair, close her eyes, and tell me what she
saw.

After speaking of several things of relative unimportance,
she said she saw the man who assaulted her when she was
thirteen. In the picture before her mind, he had her on the
floor. Suddenly she started violently, and I asked her what
happened.

"Oh," she exclaimed, " I was just thinking of him and
it seemed as if his face came right up to mine." She then
went on to tell how badly she felt whenever she saw this
neighbor.

This man comes occasionally to visit her father. The
last time he was at the house she had to go for milk and he
went with her. She felt terribly, and when she got home
she was so weak she could hardly stand. Yet at that
time she was not conscious of any reason for her feeling.
Here then is a striking amnesia. Such an exciting experi-
ence for a sensitive girl of thirteen, as being thrown to the
floor, by a neighbor, whom she disliked, to whom she had
been sent by her mother, probably on some trivial errand,
would not normally be easily forgotten. She would natu-
rally remember how she picked herself up afterwards and
got home. Here, then, is a problem.

The next morning, when I had her lie down, as before,



398 A Psychoanalytic Study of a Severe Case of Hysteria

I questioned her as to this. She answered, "of course I
know there is more, really, but I can't seem to get it."

She remarked, "Dick's face comes and fades away into
somebody else's." She was unable to recall anything more,
however, even after the most insistent urging, about the
man who attacked her when she was thirteen.

When I saw the patient the next morning she stated
that she had dreamed that a doctor had asked her why she
didn't tell about the time when she was thirteen. I had
her lie back in her chair and close her eyes. She reproduces
the scene of the attack, as before. Then, as nothing further
seemed to come, I put my hands over her eyes. She sees
herself struggling with this neighbor.

While she was reproducing this she had the "troubled
thought," and went on to say, "he would make me feel
weak and faint and my head would ache and I would feel
weak all over. But I didn't know why till I remembered
the assault the other day," While I had my hands over
her eyes she saw the neighbor, the room, and herself on the
floor, but she could get no further. This time there was no
interference by any vision of Dick or her mother.

The next morning the patient informed me that she had
thought a great deal about the time when she was thirteen,
but got nothing. It all seemed a blank. But, she said,
now, this man and the cloud seem identical.

"Was it really so?" I asked. "Is it not all imagination?"
She asserted that what she saw yesterday was really so,

but beyosnd that remembers nothing. I put my hands over
her eyes. She. sees the same scene. Each thing that she
sees she remembers was true, but she can get nothing in her
memory which was not forced by my hands being over her
eyes.

The first thing when I saw the patient the next morning,
Saturday, March 16, I said to her, "Can you not think of it
as of a game yet?"

"It's no game," she replied, "of course I know it is true,
I know that but I hope that it isn't."

Yesterday, she stated she could remember the attack
better. It wasn't so much like a dream. "You couldn't
get anything more yourself?" I asked. "Of course I can
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imagine it," she answered, "but I can't remember anything
more at all."

Monday, she remarked, "Yesterday, I thought and
thought; it seemed as if I thought of nothing else all day,
yet I couldn't get it; yet there seemed more." And when
after a morning of fruitless effort I asked her if she didn't
feel sorry at our lack of success, she replied, " I don't know
how I can feel sorry when I know perfectly well there is
something more and I can't look at it."

Tuesday she said she thought things over but didn't
get anything more.

Wednesday, the patient said she remembered it was all
as she saw it yesterday. "I t wasn't imagination?" I said.

"Why no," she declared "I remember it happening."
To-day, while I had my hands over her eyes, she got a little
more. But she exclaimed, pathetically, " I can't help think-
ing there is some way out of it. Isn't it enough that I know
it," and choked back crying. As has been said before she sel-
dom cries. She didn't cry even at her mother's death.

Thursday, she said she remembered that what she saw
yesterday was really so. She said, "I just thought till it
seemed I didn't have any thinking powers left to think with,"
and added despairingly, "I can't help thinking he didn't do
it. I don't remember anything more, it is all a mystery to
me."

Friday and Saturday brought little advance. Friday
she said, " it seems as if my mind goes to thinking something
and stops right short." Saturday she remarked, "if I
could tell and not know I was telling, but I really know all
the time!" She continued, " I don't see anything but
just what I actually know, now; I can't get my mind off it.
I know it must have been so — I realize he must have, but I
can't seem to think of it as I do the first part of the scene;
it seems as if I really knew that."

Monday, March 25, during some free associations, the
patient thought a good deal of Dick; she thought of the
woods, too. She said, "I was thinking of the woods —
how I got home that time -— it seemed as if the last part of
that were gone too — the dream of Dick, too, keeps coming
to me — all the time I know I am thinking of something
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but I don't know what — I think of the room; but there
seems to be something else I keep thinking of — it
seems so separate from the room that I was wondering if we
got that, if there were anything else we would have to get1—
it seems as if I were thinking and then everything goes blank,
just as if my mind stood still."

Tuesday, during some free associations, she said, "it
seems as if I think of Dick just as soon as I think of the room."
Continuing, she said, "when I keep my eyes shut and am
lying down it seems as if I were there. I think of the two
rooms, I mean the two places — room — my feelings at the
time — oh! when I get my eyes shut I am going through it
again — times, mother, room and woods — I was just think-
ing of it — I keep going over it and over it and over it all
the time — my mind is right on it all the time, switching on to
the two parts of the two scenes — if there was anything differ-
ent I wouldn't mind so much, but it just stays on the same
thing—etc. I know I feel I am keeping something back
but I don't know what it is; it seems to be right in my throat
only I can't get it out — just as if I wanted to tell something
and couldn't."

The next week showed no apparent advance.
The next two days showed little advance. Monday,

however, she said that last night she got her hand part way
open. It was about one o'clock, A.M., she was lying on her
back, and for a moment knew the end. At that moment her
hand opened and then her mind went to her hand, and it closed
again. She said, despairingly, "I don't know it now at
all." She continued, "afterwards it seemed as if I knew it
and yet I did not know it; just as when you know a person's
name, and have it right on the end of your tongue and can't
say it."

The next day she said she had dreamed of Dick. " I t
seemed as if he wanted me to do something but I couldn't
do it. The nurse told me I said,' I can't do it, Dick.'" Dur-
ing the next two nights she again dreamed of Dick. In
the last one she explained, "he was home and I was there and
he kept asking me to do something. I was troubled.
Mother came in and said it served me right for going with

1 See second part.
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him. I was crying in the dream." Friday she dreamed she
was studying to be a nurse. Saturday she said she had
always wanted to be one. " I wanted to be eighteen so I
could be, but when I was that age my parents said I couldn't.
The following Monday, April IS, our persistent efforts were
rewarded.

While lying back in her chair, with her eyes closed,
she said, "yes, I know it" and as she said this, her hand
opened, and she put it to her head in most dramatic fashion.

She said she remembered the neighbor doing it, then
leaving her, and shutting the door. Further than this she
does not remember.

Here, then, is a second psychopathological nucleus, the
result of a psychic trauma, at last actually uncovered, and
with the realization of it the clenched hand opened. It was
as though that hand had held a secret. Some measure of
the resistance felt by the patient against remembering the
trauma is indicated by the time and effort it took to get it.

Contrary to what we might expect, the actual realiza-
tion of the dreaded recollection did not result immediately
in the release of all resistances.

Not until the memory of what happened immediately
after the assault, came back completely, did the paraplegia
disappear.

The conscious content of the patient's mind, while
rigidly excluding the traumatic material, has been partly
pictured. The subconscious content of the patient's mind
can, of course, be only remotely inferred. One naturally
infers subconscious mental processes closely analogous to
conscious ones. Consciousness seems like a visual field,
focused to be sure, but surface-like. Mind, however, has a
depth, another dimension, a dynamic character, that sur-
faces seem to lack; it is this third dimension, this dynamic
character, of the mind, which is properly dubbed subcon-
scious.

Roughly, for practical purposes, Freud conceives of
the mind as possessing three layers. In the "conscious"
level are all those things one is actually aware of at any
given moment; in the next lower level, the "fore-conscious,"
are all those things immediately available, as memories, for
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any ordinary occasion; in the next lower level the sub-
conscious, are all those things, once memories, now recover-
able, however, only under special conditions.

It is obvious that instead of speaking of three "levels,"
an infinite number of "levels," is nearer the truth; as a
block may be said to be an infinite number of infinitely thin
sheets. In this third dimension of the mind, attractions and
repulsions are the essentials of the situation; in psychological
terms, "likes and dislikes," or "cravings and disgusts."

In the patient, owing to her early experiences, her
sexual cravings were highly intensified. In her conscious
life she sought to be free from any such incroaching cravings,
disturbing her desire for a "pure" life; hence the conflict,
resulting in the repression. That part repressed, however,
being highly dynamic, resulted in explosions; hence the
convulsions. Convulsions being almost equally distressing,
the rising flood of energy is fought off, and voluntarily re-
pressed, and hence the splitting of consciousness, resulting in
the loss of voluntary control of lower centers. This splitting
was rather of a "horizontal" sort, then surface cracking; as if
the patient had cut loose from moorings and had risen, so to
speak, as in a balloon, to where she no longer had any control
over what went on beneath her. When she came back to
earth, or perhaps raised earth up to her, she was as one
landed in the dark. She knew she was safe, but she didn't
know where she was. She had now to work her way through
more resistances, till she could regain a relative control over
what she had cast off from her.

When I saw the patient the next day, April 16, I asked
her why she had not had a convulsion instead of being
paralyzed. She answered, first, because she didn't want
to have one before me; and second, because she was so afraid
if she did have one, the doctors would stick pins in her, to
test her, as they did before. When they stuck pins in
her, and stuck their nails in under hers, she said she didn't
perceive it at the time, but afterwards it would pain her
terribly. Her hand was all right, but she was still paralyzed.
She could remember nothing else.

Wednesday, when I saw the patient, her hand was still
apparently well, but she said it had been clenched a little
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while during the night. " I suppose I was dreaming about
the assault," she said, "butwhen I woke up I put my mind
right on it and got my hand open. I just thought I couldn't
help it anyway and I was bound to get my hand open."
She further said that ever since she had "St. Vitus Dance"
she had had trouble with her legs. At that time she couldn't
walk at all. When the girl told her about sexual matters,
when she was about fifteen, she almost lost the use of her
legs and they thought she was going to have "St. Vitus
Dance" again.

Thursday and Friday we got nowhere. Saturday she
said she had dreamed she was home, sick-abed, and her
mother was there. "I was a child; I kept saying, 'mother, I
can't tell,' and she kept questioning me and wanted to
know what was the matter. It seemed as if I would start to
tell but couldn't. I would make out there wasn't anything."
Then she had another dream. She had a box of chocolates
and dreamed she was concealing it.1 Woke up saying, "that
isn't the right thing."

Her hand has not shut up since. "I t doesn't feel
natural yet," she said, "but it is getting better every
day."

Monday she says her hand feels like tightening up but
she can get it right out again. She is in a very ugly mood.
She said, "I feel like getting up and stamping and scream-
ing. . . . I just feel that I don't want to see it and I'm
not going to. . . . I keep thinking that I shan't look and
I can't get my mind to think that I will look."

Tuesday she thought Dick may have done wrong to her.1

Wednesday, Thursday and Friday showed no advance.
Saturday the patient remembered being home after the

assault, in bed, sick. Her mother asked her what was the
trouble, but though she knew she would not tell. " She
would ask me what I did over there. She asked me what
made me so long. I don't remember just how I answered,
but I know I evaded her questions."

Monday, April 29, she said she had moved her leg the
previous day. She was trying to think how she got home
and something came over her and she moved her right leg,

1 See second part.
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Tuesday showed no gain. Wednesday she said she had
moved her leg again. (She had been trying to do so and had
relaxed.) I had her lie back and close her eyes and try to
remember the gap between the assault and being home in
bed. She could get nothing but a vision of her mother.
She said, "I feel mother has something to do with my not
telling."

Thursday, May 2, while lying back with her eyes closed,
she suddenly said, " I know."

When she had told this she moved her legs slightly.
She continued, and said that he took her home to the gate.
She staggered along the path and crawled up the back steps.
When her mother let her in she sat in a chair in the kitchen
awhile and then went to bed.

Friday, May 3, the patient can lift her right leg but
not her left. She cannot stand as yet. She remembered
further details.

"Didn't you tell your mother?" I asked.
. " I have the feeling I told her," she said. "I t seems as

if I got up and went down stairs. I remember being on the
couch. His wife came in and was questioning mother about
it. It worked me all up to see her. But mother said it
was all nervousness."

After a long pause, she exclaimed, "I know, I told
mother. She said people thought things so much they
finally got to think so in reality. She wouldn't believe me."

The patient can move her left leg now, but cannot
stand. Saturday she stood a little but was wobbly. She
said that it was hard to tell her mother but when she had
and wasn't believed, she shut right up.

"It seems as if every time I spoke of it mother pooh-
poohed it, and said I had dreamed it, till finally I thought I
really had dreamed it. I remember seeing him and I
thought of it, but I thought of what mother had said and
I tried to put it out of my mind. Just how long it took I
don't know."

The first time she saw the man again was about a week
afterwards. She was sitting on the piazza with her mother
and he and his wife came over for a few moments and sat
with them. As they were coming up the path her mother
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gave her a look as much as to say, "you stay." She did so,
but was so weak and faint she felt if she should stand up she
would faint away. She didn't speak and never looked at
him when she could help it. She was trembling all over and
felt sick. After that she saw him as usual and finally her
memory of what he had done, went. It kept getting fainter
and fainter until it had gone completely. It seems it must
have taken her about three months to forget the incident.

Improvement during the next few days was rapid.
Wednesday she was walking about the wards alone. Tues-
day night she dreamed something, "but," she said, "I can't
tell what. I woke up saying ' I shan't tell anything more.'"
Friday she said she had dreamed another distressing dream.
" I was walking and somebody kept bringing up different
reasons why I shouldn't walk, but I kept on." The reasons
were like pictures. "I t seemed like a woman standing in-
front of me, showing these pictures, and then saying, 'now
you can't walk.' I woke crying. I thought of mother."

She continued to gain, however, and was discharged
from the hospital May 11, apparently recovered.

Now we can understand the meaning of the interference
of the image of her mother with the recovery of this second
submerged complex. With a cowardice almost incredible
her mother had refused to believe her story and had done
her best to help her crowd it out of her mind.

This repression was no instantaneous affair, however,
but was a matter requiring months. Probably if there had
not been already repressed, a nucleus of the same sort for
it to attach itself to, repression at this time would have been
impossible. But there was a successfully deeply buried
sexual complex already existing in the subconscious which
coalesced more or less with the more recent, and even more
distressing, experience, and helped to keep it under. That
these two experiences had coalesced in the subconscious is
made probable by the fused fashion in which they first
partially presented themselves to consciousness at the be-
ginning of the analysis. With her mother's help, then, and
with the complex already there waiting to welcome a similar
companion, a further repression actually was achieved.
But the price paid was rather high. When, about two
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years afterwards, a girl happened to speak lightly, as school-
girls will, of a sexual topic, she was so abnormally sensitive
to any mention of anything sexual she became sick, and on
that account left school for good.

Furthermore, it started her on a still hunt after her
father. It is highly probable that her suspicions as to his
faithfulness, too, were untrue, being based on insufficient
evidence. True or not, however, she believed her father
bad in a sexual sense, and hated him accordingly. And in
addition to all this she could not feel for her mother, much
as she loved her and was dominated by her, that respect
necessary for satisfactory family relations.

In one very important respect, both her father and
mother were unable to control her. In her desire to go with
Dick, a questionable character, she absolutely defied them.

One could imagine that her convulsions, which started
a few months after Dick's death, were the immediate result
of dreaming about him, with a pathological power possible
through releasing the pent up energy, so to speak, of the
repressed sexual complexes. One could conceive the
mechanism of this as being both physiological and psycho-
logical inasmuch as the lower centers might be conceived
as disassociated, and so released from this inhibiting power of
the higher centers, and psychologically as being due to
sub-conscious, dream-like desires, which acted like a match
to gun-powder. That was the view taken, and the progress
of the patient seemed to justify it. The recovery, however,
was only apparent, except for the worst symptoms, the con-
tracture and the convulsions which have never returned, but,
as we shall see, there were other repressions which remained
to be released, and which manifested themselves in symp-
toms, the clearing up of which will be reported in the next
paper.

{To be continued.)


